SAND   AND   FOAM

Long did I He In the dust of Egypt, silent
and unaware of the seasons.
.  .Then the sun gave me birth, and 1 rose and
walked upon the banks of the Nile,

Singing with the days and dreaming with
the nights.

And now the sun treads upon me with a
thousand feet that 1 may He again in the dust
of Egypt.

But behold a marvel and a riddle!

The very sun that gathered me cannot
scatter me.

Still erect am I, and sure of foot do I walk
upon the banks of the Nile.

*

Remembrance Is a form of meeting.
*

Forgetfulness Is a form of freedom.
*

We measure time according to the move-
ment of countless suns; and they measure time
by little machines In their little pockets.

Now tell me, how could we ever meet at the
same place and the same time?